


...was the enchiridion for American automobile manufacturers and what better place to display 
American life than through motor cars. | was 10, immersed in car culture. My parents thought | 
might benefit from exposure to that milieu. To that end, my dad took me to the Minneapolis 
Auditorium for the annual auto show. 


He had other business to attend to. He gave me 50-cents and told me to look around. So 
there | was, amongst the latest designs, each finned vehicle more magnificent than the last. 
Gigantic cars, with hoods propped up, exposing chromed V-8s, and each attended by an 
attractive young lady who would stroke the quarter panels with white gloved hands. 


| Kept hearing familiar songs as | made my way amongst the chromed leviathans. Someone 
was singing tunes currently popular amongst teens of that time. | knew those songs because 
my oldest sister listened devoutly to them on WDGY, the popular AM radio station of the era. 


The voice belonged to Ricky Nelson, a handsome crooner, son of Ozzie and Harriet Nelson. 
The Nelsons were a staple on American television...a family oriented show following the lives of 
the Nelson family, including the two pompadoured sons, David and Ricky. Strikingly 
handsome, in the style preferred by young white teens, Ricky could sing innocuous lyrics and 
strum 3-chords on his Martin. Ricky Nelson was an American heartthrob. 


Ricky finished with his Top Ten hit, “Lonesome Town.” The audience, largely middle-aged 
males, had come for the cars. But | was a fan. | was determined to do something memorable. 
As the last notes of Lonesome Town faded, Ricky got up from his stool and walked off, stage 
right. | reached out as he passed by, my left hand arching upward in a fleeting attempt to 
connect with the stars. As he neared, | stood up on 10-year old tippy toes and swiped Ricky’s 
leg with my left hand. | knew I’d accomplished something important. When | got home that 
night and regaled my siblings with my story, my oldest sister Jackie warned me in her dead 
serious tone. “Don’t you ever wash that hand until I’ve had a chance to imagine how things 
might have been had Dad taken me to the auto show.” 


